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ORIGINAL  POEMS, 


CROWNED. 

And  now  the  Crown  has  graced  fair  Edward's  brow, 
He  reigns  as  King  o'er  God's  own  chosen  race; 

And  may  he,  both  in  love,  and  wisdom  grow, 
Proving  his  great  worth,  to  fill  his  noble  mother's  place. 

The  world  will  watch  with  a  keen  and  jealous  eye, 
The  future  steps  that  our  noble  mother's  son  will  take; 

To  gain  the  love  of  his  numerous  subjects  far  and  nigh, 
God  grant  him  grace,  a  wise  and  loving  king  to  make. 

From  David's  royal  descent,  our  kingly  line  has  run, 
And  obtained  the  power  given  by  that  King  of  Love; 

Who  has  almighty  power  to  exhault  the  humble  man, 
And  place  him  as  a  star  in  yon  firmament  above. 

God  bless  the  day  that  made  fair  Edward  king, 
As  our  mother's  crown  was  set  upon  his  brow; 

Let  shouts  of  joy  from  every  Briton's  heart  now  ring, 
And  prayers  ascend  that  Edward  strong  in  grace  may  grow. 

Long  may  our  king  and  queen  enjoy  the  regal  chair, 
And  reap  the  rich  rewards  of  seed  by  our  late  mother  sown; 

Oh!  may  they  both  the  boon  of  health,  and  virtue  share, 
And  when  gone  from  earth  may  their  virtues  still  be  known. 

May  peace  now  reign  through  Britain's  vast  domain, 
And  when  fire  and  sword,  devastation  there  has  made; 

May  friend  and  foe,  in  harmony  there  reign, 
And  the  cruel  and  bloody  hand  of  war  be  forever  stayed. 


GOD  RULES, 

Boast  not  vain  man  of  pleasure  thou  wilt  enjoy  tomorrow, 
It  may  be  to  thee  a  day  of  bitter  grief  and  sorrow; 
Thou  hast  not  power  to  act  against  the  Ruler's  will 
Nor  yet  can  thou  all  thy  vain  promises  fulfil. 

Kings,  Queens,  and  Slaves  at  His  command  must  bow, 

The  serf,  the  slave,  the  vassal  and  the  proud  are  stricken  low; 

No  power  have  they  when  his  commands  are  given, 

He  does  but  speak,  when  mighty  rocks  and  hills  are  riven. 

The  mountains  tremble  with  the  fury  of  volcanic  fires, 
Which   causes   consternation,   among  the  hoary-headed  sires; 
No  help  is  there  for  vain  and  haughty  man 
Whose  lives  when  measured  do  not  exceed  a  span. 


4 


The  Ocean's  waves  defy  the  power  of  feeble  man 
Which  noble  Canute  proved  when  he  placed  on  them  a  ban 
By  bidding-  them  to  roll  no  farther,   to  wet  a  sovereign's  feet 
Which  proves  to  his  base  flatterers,  a  noble  king's  defeat. 

King  Edward  planned  for  a  great  and  brilliant  day 
But  God  had  said,  Thou  must  a  helpless  mortal  lay; 
"I"  am  The  King,  who  rules  on  earth,  also  in  Heaven; 
At  my  command  all  earthly  power    from  thee  is  riven. 

Proud  Spain,  once  sought  a  victory  o'er  the  British  Isle  to  gain, 
But  God  had  said  thy  fleet  shall  never  more  return  to  Spain, 
And  the  few  that  from  the  dreadful  carnage  fled, 
The  storm  engulfed;  deep  in  the   mighty  ocean's  bed. 

Man  boasts  of  what  to-morrow's  gains  will  be, 
God  says,  "this  night  thy  soul  will  be  required  of  thee;" 
Then  unto  dust  thy  mortal  body  shall  again  return, 
And  why  wilt  thou  my  righteous  counsels  spurn? 

Oftimes  man's  thoughts  aspire  to  a  vain  and  lofty  height, 

When  suddenly,  the  day  becomes  to  him  a  long   continuous  night, 

His  plans  are  overthrown  by  Him  who  says  I  guide, 

The  planets  in  their  course;  also  the  ebbing  and  flowing  of  the  tide. 

Man  must  succumb  to  Him  who  reigns  alone  supreme, 
To  Him  who  feeds  the  fowl;  also  the  fish  within  the  stream; 
Though  oft  we  scoff  and  mock  "The  brow"  once  pierced  by  thorns, 
Safe  is  the  one  whom  His  bright  crown  adorns. 

Upon  the  stormy  Gallilean  sea,  where  Peter's  faith  had  failed 
Because  he  doubted  Him,  who  to  the  cross  was  nailed, 
Behold  that  helping  hand  stretched  forth  to  rescue  one, 
Who  denied  him  thrice;  when  His  persecution  had  begun. 

And  this  is  He  who  for  the  world  was  crowned, 

The  Being  who  in  the  sepulchere  three  days  and  nights  was  bound, 
When  an  angel  from  above  had  rolled  away  the  stone, 
And  Christ  our  King,  from  His  earthly  tomb  had  flown. 

'Tis  thus  He  spake  to  all,  who  will  accept  of  Him, 

Although  the  locks  are  grey,  the  eyes  becoming  dim; 

My  mansions  they  are  many;  and  need  not  earthly  light, 

For  there  the  sun  never  sets,  <and  there  the  day  is  always  bright. 


THE  ORPHAN  GIRL 

Without  father  or  mother  to  mould  thy  youthful  heart, 
Or  lead  thee  in  roads  that  will  give  to  thee  light; 

Cast  behind  thee  all  snares  from  Satan's  vile  dart; 
That  fly  like  an  arrow,  turning  day  into  night. 

The  world  will  prove  cold  to  "the  child"  which  thou  art, 
And  offer  delusions  that  will  cause  thee  to  stray; 

Planting  thorns  in  thy  heart  which  may  cost  thee  a  smart, 
Which  may  now,  and  forever  darken  thy  way. 


Though  friendless  thou  art,  there  is  One  who  can  see 
Each  step  thou  dost  take,  in  thy  journey  through  life; 

And  fondly  He  says,  those  who  will  come  unto  Me, 
I  will  lighten  their  burdens,  through  the  valley  of  strife. 

Then  see  not  the  pleasures,  that  will  burden  thy  soul, 
And  cause  thee  a  pang  that  the  world  cannot  heal; 

The  path,  is  not  rough,  that  will  lead  to  the  goal, 
For  there  is  One;  who  for  all  thine  errors  can  feel. 

Though  brambles  and  briars  around  thee  have  grown 
And  thistles  have  bloomed  in  the  place  of  the  rose; 

The  reaper  will  glean  of  the  seed  that  was  sown, 
And  sever  the  tares  from  the  wheat  that  He  sows. 

May  thy  thoughts  and  thine  actions  be  pure  as  the  snow, 
As  it  covers  the  earth,  with  its  mantle  of  white; 

And  day  after  day;  may  thy  virtues  still  grow, 
Until  thy  home  thou  will  reach  in  that  land  of  delight. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  G.  A  GIBSON 

(Who  was  lost  in  the  Eruption  of  St.  Vincent) 

Sleeping  in  a  watery  grave;  beneath  the  tropic  sun, 

Far,  far  away  from  his  early  childhood's  home; 
His  trials  are  over  his  earthly  toils  are  done, 

And  never  more  with  us  will  the  old  familar  figure  roam. 

'Tis  sad  to  part  from  those  for  whom  we  have  a  love, 
And  lay  them  near  our  homes,  where  we  can  gaze  upon  the  tomb, 

Yet  'tis  joy  to  know  that  we  again  may  meet  in  realms  above, 
And  cheer  the  hearts  of  those  who  now  are  veiled  in  gloom. 

Few  were  the  thoughts,  when  last  he  left  his  earthly  home 
In  health  and  strength,  with  hopes  that  filled  the  heart  with  joy, 

That  never  more,  he  would  within  his  native  village  roam; 
God  dry  the  tears  of  those,    until  they  meet  again  their  sailor  boy. 

Had  he  have  passed  away  with  loving  friends  around, 
We  could  have  cheered  his  parting  hours  from  here; 

We  could  when  all  was  o'er,  have  laid  him  in  the  mound, 
And  on  the  new-made  grave  have  shed  a  parting  tear. 

He  has  gone,  God  comfort  those  whom  he  has  left  behind, 
To  them  a  father, friend  and  husband  may  Thou  be; 

And  may  they  in  Thee  strength  and  consolation  find, 
Until  they  meet  with  him,  now  sleeping  in  the  sea. 

Farewell  to  him  our  brother  resting  in  an  ocean  grave, 
Until  the  angel  shall  the  trump  throughout  the  earth  resound 

God  has  only  taken  him,  for  which  a  time  he  gave, 
And  soon  we'll  meet  again  as  homeward  all  are  bound. 


THE  BLIND  GIRL. 


I  gazed  in  silent  wonder  upon  a  gentle  child, 
As  she  glided  through  the  large  and  mottled  crowd; 

All  heedless  of  the  passing  throng  that  rudely  smiled, 
On  her  whom  God  His  mighty  power  bestowed. 

The  sun  ne'er  shone  upon  a  face  more  bright, 
Although  the  orbs  of  light  to  her  were  gone, 

And  the  glorious  day  to  her  Was  one  continuous  night; 
Yet  in  the  heart  bright  rays  of  love  still,  shone. 

To  her  the  charms  of  nature  were  unknown, 
Yet  still  she  listened  to  the  warbler's  song; 

And  day  by  day  her  deeds  of  love  had  far  outshone; 
The  wealthy  and  the  proud;  the  mighty  and  the  strong. 

The  glow  of  love  shines  brightly  on  that  face, 
That  bespeaks  the  kind  and  generous  heart  within; 

As  onward  through  life  her  Father  gives  her  grace, 
To  overcome  the  tempter  with  his  besetting  sin. 

•She  inhales  the  perfume  of  the  woodland  flowers, 
Although  its  colors  are  as  mystic  wand  to  her, 

She  loves  to  think  of  Him  the  reaper  and  the  sower, 
That  did  within  her  gentle  heart  a  sacred  love  bestir. 

Few  were  the  pleasures,  this  gentle  maid  had  sought — 
While  dwelling  here  in  this  unfriendly  home; 

She  knew  her  ransom  by  His  death  had  been  bought, 
And  cared  not  long  on  this  cold  earth  to  roam. 

Yet  nobly  on  with  loving  heart  she  toils 
To  keep  an  aged  mother  and  herself  from  wants, 

And  when  Satan  seeks  to  enfold  her  in  his  coils, 

She  bids  him  to  depart,  to  his  own  accursed  haunts. 

Through  trials  and  temptations  nobly  has  she  stood, 
As  the  martyrs  stood  the  test  in  days  gone  by; 

When  choosing  for  their  death  the  angry  flames  of  wood, 
Thus  showing  by  their  faith  a  willingness  to  die. 

'Tis  thus  we  see   the  virtues  that  in  the  poor  abound, 
That  are  unknown  to  those  who  boast  of  haughty  rank; 

And  at  the  final  day  when  Gabriel's  trump  shall  sound, 
Many  will  there  be  within  a  yawning  chasm  sank. 

There  are  those  whose  blindness  is  a  selfish  will, 
And  care  not  for  the  wants  of  those  who  toil 
Through  trials  and  temptations  up  many  a  rugged  hill, 
Who  will  in  future  from  their  ungenerous  acts  recoil. 

The  perfume  from  the  fragrant  rose  inhaled, 
Taught  her  a  lesson  of  our  Heavenly  Father's  power; 

And  gave  her  hopes  that  if  she  by  Satan  was  assailed, 
God  was  a  safer  and  a  stronger  hiding  Tower. 


7 


What  picture  could  describe  our  now  forgotten  sorrow, 
Should  God  deprive  us  of  our  precious  sight? 

Or  who  can  forsee  what  may  come  upon  the  morrow, 
Between  the  rising-  of  the  sun  and  the  coming  of  the  night. 

Each  day  she  seeks  assistance  from  "The  Throne," 
Where  dwells  the  King  of  Love;  also  the  orphan's  God, 

The  reaper  of  the  seed,  that  in  His  name  was  sown, 
The  Father  that  is  ever  willing  to  withold  the  rod. 

Although  the  world  is  dark  with  nature  lost  to  sight, 
And  scenes  of  beauty   have  no  charms  for  her; 

There  is  a  hand  that  guides  her  through  the  night, 
And  will  take  her  home  to  dwell  forever,  and  forever. 

How  can  we  feel  for  another's  earthly  toils  and  trials, 
Until  the  rod  is  lain  upon  our  unburdened  mind; 

'Tis  then  we  covet  some  of  the  kind  and  earthly  smiles, 
Which  from  our  earthly  friends,  we  rarely  ever  find. 

Bright  are  her  nights  that  swiftly  glide  away, 
For  days  ne'er  come  to  her  in  that  bright,  but  lonely  home; 

And  soon  that  darkness  may  be  changed  to  radiant  day, 
In  that  bright  land  where  ransomed  souls  will  roam. 

Then  extend  the  helping  hand  to  those  who  plod  along 

The  straight  and  narrow  path  of  daily  life. 
For  soon  you  may  be  called  to  sing  your  farewell  song, 

Then  enter  mansions  that  are  free  from  earthly  strife. 

Weigh  well  the  word,  e'er  from  the  lips  it  pass, 
Let  not  the  smile  conceal  the  poisoned  dart  beneath, 

Our  threads  of  life  are  brittle  as  a  sea  of  glass, 
And  our  bodies,  as  an  old  and  sadly  faded  wreath. 


WOMAN 


Woman!  noble  woman!    Who  and  what  art  thou? 

If  not  a  being  inspired  by  Him  who  rules  above; 
To  thee  we  must  in  loyal  submission  bow, 

As  one  endowed  with  all  the  power  of  love. 

In  every  sphere  of  life  thy  work  is  seen, 
Within  the  scullery  and  the  marble  hall. 

Amid  strife  and  turmoil,  thou  hast  ever  been 
The  faithful  friend  who  responds  to  every  call. 

Far  from  thy  home  upon  the  blood-stained  field 
Where  the  wounded  and  dying  soldiers  lay, 

Thou  hast  ever  proved  thyself  a  worthy  shield, 
That  transforms  darkness  into  celestial  day. 

Where  the  parching  lips  in  agony  are  seen  to  part, 
And  the  eyes  bespeak  what  the  silent  tongues  refuse; 

There  woman's  hand  extracts  the  poisonous  dart, 
And  bathe  the  lips  with  Heaven's  falling  dews. 
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The  moon  sheds  forth  a  pale  and  wierdly  light, 
Where  souls  had  flown  from  scenes  so  dark; 

There  woman  labors  through  the  dreary  night, 

To  aid  in  brighening  the  faint  and  lingering  spark. 

Their  tender  loving  hands  at  midnight  fold 
The  soldier's  arms  across  the  lifeless  breast, 

And  drops  a  mother's  tears  upon  the  cheek  so  cold, 
As  she  prays  to  Him  above,  to  grant  eternal  rest. 

Far  from  thy  home,  across  the  boundless  sea, 

Thy  songs  are  heard  ascending  unto  God, 
Where  daily  thou  hast  wrought  to  set  the  captive  free 

From  the  path  of  vice  wherein  his  feet  have  trod. 

The  Sabbath  morn  appears,  the  watchman  at  the  prow, 
Where  there  are  no  sounds  except  the  ocean's  roar; 

When  low!    A  voice  is  heard  that  whispers  low, 
Thou  art  another  Sabbath  nearer  Heaven's  shore. 

Calmly  resting  "there"  on  board  that  fragile  barque, 
Awaiting  for  His  call,  is  a  widowed  mother's  boy; 

His  sun  is  setting  fast,  it  is  only  a  feeble  spark, 
"'Tis  there"  a  woman  kneels  to  pray  in  holy  joy. 

She  kissed  him  for  his  loved  and  absent  mother, 
As  she  drew  his  head  upon  her  throbbing  breast; 

Then  with  tears  of  joy  she  commits  him  to  another, 
Who  has  called  him  to  a  better  home  to  rest. 

He  feels  her  tears  upon  his  cold  and  pallid  cheek, 
And  smiles  at  her  who  seeks  in  vain  to  smother 

The  words  she  could  not,  dare  not  speak, 
And  she  wept  and  kissed  him  for  an  absent  mother. 

And  when  that  soul  had  flown  to  Him  who  gave, 
She  laid  a  faded  rose  upon  that  silent  breast; 

Then  watched  the  bubbles  rising  from  the  ocean  grave, 
As  she  prayed  to  Him  above,  who  grants  the  weary  rest. 

Next,  we  meet  her  in  a  hovel  of  despair, 
Attending  to  the  wants  of  those  in  dire  distress; 

We  hear  the  cheerful  voice  that  breathes  the  prayer, 
Then  catch  the  angel's  whisper,  thy  efforts  He  will  bless! 

We  see  the  numerous  danties  upon  a  table  spread, 
And  the  tears  of  gratitude  descending  from  the  eyes; 

We  hear  a  feeble  voice  ascending  from  the  bed, 
And  mark  the  heaving  bosom  strive  to  suppress  the  sighs. 

'Tis  woman!    Who  can  minister  to  those  who  need  a  friend, 
When  all  the  world  appears  to  them  a  blank? 

'Tis  woman  who  can  cause  the  stubborn  will  to  bend, 
And  raise  the  weak  and  fallen  to  the  highest  rank. 

How  oft  we  see  her  sympathy  in  a  substantial  way, 
By  alms  unseen  to  all  but  Him,  the  King  of  Love; 

And  "there"  upon  her  knees,  at  close  of  winter's  day, 
She  breathes  a  silent  prayer  that  God  will  grant  her  love. 
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She  clasps  those  feeble  hands  that  have  so  thinly  grown, 
And  bids  that  sinking  form  to  trust  in  Him  above; 

Then  directs  her  to  The  Lamb,  who  sits  upon  His  throne, 
And  relates  the  story  of  his  nsver-dying  love. 

She  leaves  that  lowly  home  to  enter  lordly  halls, 
But  pride  has  no  place  ir.  that  true  woman's  heart; 

For  she  has  made  a  vow,  that  when  the  Master  calls, 
She,  with  His  aid,  will  perform  a  woman's  part. 

Who,  but  a  mother,  can  perform  that  hallowed  part, 
And  render  home  a  paradise  while  here  on  earth? 

Or  who  can  train  the  slender  sprout  to  start 
Until  it  becomes  the  tree  of  noble  worth? 

What,  but  a  woman's  heart  can  feel  for  another's  woes, 
And  apply  a  soothing  balm  that  eradicates  the  pain? 

Or  who  can  comprehend  the  happiness  of  those, 
That  through  a  woman's  efforts  harmony  doth  reign? 

'Tis  woman  who  has  taught  the  callous  heart  to  pray, 
And  sown  the  seeds  of  love  within  the  savage  breast; 

'Tis  woman  who  transforms  the  darkness  into  day, 
And  breathes  the  silent  prayer  that  give  the  weary  rest. 

Blest  be  the  name   of   her,  our  late  beloved  Queen, 
Whose  aims  were  peace  all  through  her  vast  domain. 

Although  she  sleeps  within  the  tomb  her  work  can  yet  be  seen 
Within  the  hearts  of  those  who  yet  in  power  remain. 

'Tis  woman  who  has  left  a  home  of  luxury  and  ease, 
And  then  surmounted  barriers  that  men  in  vain  attempt, 

They  have  climbed  the  lofty  hills  and  sailed  the  angry  seas, 
Then  added  to  their  number  the  souls  they  have  redempt. 

'Tis  woman  that  can  train  the  young  and  tender  shoot, 

Until  it  becomes  the  staunch  and  thrifty  tree; 
Then  storms  may  bend  the  branches,  but  cannot  break  the  root, 

And  so  it  is  with  those  whom  Jesus  had  had  set  free. 

It  is  not  all  of  those  who  wear  the  garb  of  woman, 
That  can  be  counted  worthy  of  so  divine  an  application; 

'Tis  those  whose  actions  daily  prove  them  to  be  human, 
Can  be  counted  worthy  of  so  divine  an  appelation. 

In  vain  "The  Virgin"  sought  a  shelter  and  a  bed 
Within  the  streets  and  lanes  of  Bethlehem's  town, 

Until  the  angel  guided  her  to  where  the  oxen  fed; 
And  "there"  was  born  "The  King"  who  wore  the  thorny  crown. 

It  was  woman  who  bathed  His  worn  and  weary  feet, 
Then  wiped  them  with  the  towel  that  nature  gave. 

It  was  woman  who  caused  the  evil  hearts  to  beat, 
As  she  went  at  early  morn  to  her  Redeemer's  grave. 

It  is  woman  who  has  gone  to  where  the  Ganges  flow, 

And  bade  adieu  to  her  own  beloved  land; 
She  has  gone  to  heathen  lands,  the  gospel  seed  to  sow, 

And  gather  sheaves    of    grain  from  India's  coral  strand. 
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Could  we  see  the  virtues  that  abound  in  woman's  heart, 
Or  trace  the  lofty  thoughts  that  run  through  woman's  brain, 

It  would  oft  unspring  the  bow  that  fires  the  poisoned  dart 
And  becomes  the  noble  source  of  an  eternal  gain. 

Could  you  read  her  thoughts,  when  furious  storms  arise, 
As  the  howling  tempest  whistles  at  the  cottage  door; 

That  one  she  loves,  upon  this  dismal  night  he  dies, 
And  sleeps  within  the  ocean's  bed  upon  a  foreign  shore. 

Behold  her  in  the  cell  where  the  guilty  wretch  recoils, 
From  the  prayers  and  admonitions  of  a  woman's  heart; 

Go  watch  her  as  earnestly  and  lovingly  she  toils, 
To  heal  the  wounds  that  sprang  from  Satan's  dart. 

Go  to  the  drunkard's  home,  if  to  such  you  never  were, 
Then  gaze  upon  a  picture  that  hell  may  blush  to  own; 

'Tis  there  you  find  a  woman,  who  a  burden  has  to  bear, 
That  sprang  from  unclean  seed  the  evil  one  had  sown. 

Then  who  can  scorn  the  love  within  a  woman's  heart, 
Or  mock  the  tears  that  course  her  furrowed  cheek; 

She  was  given  to  a  man  to  enact  her  sacred  part, 
And  woe  to  those  who  the  fall  to  her  may  seek. 

What,  but  a  woman's  voice  in  sorrow's  darkest  hour, 
Can  lift  the  veil  that  enshrouds  the  shattered  mind? 

Or  what  but  woman,  save  Him,  the  king  of  power, 
Can  heal  the  gaping  wound  and  severed  hearts  rebind? 

It  is  woman  plants  the  flower  upon  a  stranger's  grave, 

And  waters  it  with  tears  from  weeping  eyes; 
Her  vision  yet  is  bright  of  the  last  kiss  she  gave 

To  her  beloved  child,  who  in  the  graveyard  lies. 

There  is  in  far-off  lands,  an  opinion  yet  prevailing, 
That  woman  was  ordained  to  be  a  slave  to  man; 

And  there  are  those  who  constantly  are  railing, 
But  to  find  her  equal  as  a  friend  you  never  can. 

Behold  her  in  her  class  upon  the  Sabbath  day, 
Implanting  seeds  of  love  within  the  youthful  heart; 

Moulding  youthful  minds  as  the  potter  does  his  clay, 
Training  youthful  hearts  to  choose  that  better  part. 

Her  smiles  bespeak  the  love  that  dwells  within  the  heart; 

And  she  relates  the  story  of  the  cross  unto  her  little  flock; 
Until  the  tears  that  were  restrained,  now  from  their  channel  start, 

As  she  implores  her  charge  to  build  her  hopes  upon  "The  Rock," 

Woman,  was  "My  mother"  for  whom  I  mourn  to-day, 
As  often  in  my  dreams,  I  feel  her  arms  around  me  fold; 

Oh,  could  I  kiss  those  lips  that  daily  bade  me  pray, 
But  alas  that  wish  is  vain,  as  years  ago  those  lips  were  cold. 

Woman,  was  "My  sister,"  then  a  sweet  and  noble  child, 

God  knows  if  still  on  earth  she  yet  does  dwell; 
'Tis  oft  her  spirit  speaks  to  me,  in  accents   sweetly  mild, 

As  it  did  in  days  of  yore,  when  listening  to  our  village  bell. 
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Woman  was  "My  wife"  whom  Heaven  gave  to  me, 
Until  she  bade  adieu  to  enter  realms  where  sorrow  is  unknown 

She  left  me  with  a  charge  to  guide  o'er  life's  rough  sea, 
Until  the  earth  reclaims  what  really  is  its  own. 

Woman,  was  "My  daughter,"  of  young  and  tender  age, 
Driven  by  misfortune  from  her  childhood's  home; 

God  holds  "that  key"  that  will  all  sorrow  yet  assuage, 
And  reunite  the  ones  that  were  enforced  to  roam. 

Woman  swayed  the  sceptre  with  a  loving  hand, 
That   brought  her  subjects  in  communion  with  each  other; 

Her  noble  deeds  now  speak  in  every  part  of  India's  land, 
With  her  name  in  reverence  held,  as  India's  faithful  mother. 

Who  can  climb  the  hills  of  woman's  lofty  thoughts, 
Or  penetrate  the  depth  of  love  concealed  in  woman's  heart; 

Who  enumerate  the  blessings  woman's  zeal  has  brought 
Upon  the  fettered  slave  once  pierced  by  Satan's  dart. 

Woman  sits  beside  the  couch  all  through  the  night 
And  cools  the  parting  lips  that  bespeak  the  fever  heat; 

She  mourns  the  darkness  of  that  soul  that  has  no  ray  of  light, 
She  counts  that  feeble  pulse  that  has  almost  ceased  to  beat. 

There  are  Mary's  yet  within  many  a  humble  home, 
Who  could  entertain  the  stranger  and  bathe  the  weary  feet; 

And  there  are  angels  yet  who  on  earth  still  roam, 
That  in  the  future  will  enjoy  the  right  hand  seat. 

On  Calvary's  dark  mount,  where  stood  the  motley  crowd 
To  behold  a  scene,  the  darkest  in  the  annals  of  the  age; 

There  woman  stood  with  head  in  deepest  sorrow  bowed, 
"To  Him  alone,"  who  could  her  bitter  grief  assuage. 

Woman  there  beheld  her  Son  upon  the  ignominous  cross, 
Between  two  thieves  who  were  rightly  doomed  to  die; 

She  knew  not  then  her  gain  came  through  her  loss 
Of  "Our  King,"  who  creid  "Eloi!  Eloi!  lama  sabachthani." 

Woman  has  arisen  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  fame, 
By  seeking  to  ameliorate  and  lessen  other's  woes; 

She  has  proved  herself  well  worthy  of  a  name 
That  will  yield  a  richer  perfume  than  the  summer  rose. 

'Tis  woman  sows  the  seed  within  the  youthful  heart, 
That  in  its  appointed  time  matures  to  golden  grain; 

She  watches  all  the  tares  that  from  the  surface  start, 
And  quickly  saps  the  roots  ere  they  can  sprout  again. 

It  was  woman  first  communed  with  our  risen  Lord, 
Whom  the  grave  with  it  shackles  could  no  more  contain; 

It  was  she  who  spread  the  welcome  news  abroad, 
That  He  who  died  upon  the  cross  was  now  alive  again. 

How  often  words  are  spurned  that  come  from  woman's  heart, 
Because  her  earthly  garment  portrays  her  humble  birth; 

God  knows  how  nobly  she  has  performed  her  part, 
And  the  angels  can  rejoice  o'er  her  deeds  of  untold  worth. 
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Many  a  weary  foot  and  many  an  aching  heart, 
Found  a  balm  of  untold  worth  in  woman's  tears; 

Woman's  loving-  heart  was  ever  ready  to  perform  its  part, 
And  heal  the  wounds  that  sprang-  from  Satan's  spears. 

What  is 'home  without  a  woman's  voice  to  cheer 
The  travellers  as  they  sail  o'er  life's  tempestuous  sea? 

With  woman  at  the  helm  you  can  through  the  current  steer 
And  avoid  the  breakers  that  lay  upon  your  lee. 

Woman  quenches  the  fire  that  smoulders  in  the  heart 
Of  those  who  seek  to  fan  the  spark  into  a  lurid  flame; 

Woman  ever  strives  to  fulfil  her  sacred  part, 
And  by  deeds  of  love  and  virtue,  retain  that  sacred  name. 

Woman's  tears  are  like  the  rainbow  with  its  hues, 
They  transform  clouds  that  hang  o'er  many  a  home; 

And  are  to  aching  hearts  the  refreshing  dews 

That  scatter  all  the  clouds  as  the  ocean  does  its  foam. 

Take  woman  from  our  homes  and  life  becomes  a  blank 
Without  a  ray  of  light  to  cheer  the  drooping  heart; 

Our  sun  is  hidden  as  it  were  within  a  heavy  bank, 
And  naught  but  woman's  voice  can  bid  that  cloud  depart. 

When  woman's  tears  are  coursing  down  her  cheeks 
As  dewdrops  sparkling  in  some  sequested  bower; 

Oh!  could  you  read  that  heart  as  it  in  anguish  speaks 
To  him  above;  her  rock,  her  strength,  her  tower. 

Woman  is  a  being  whom  God  endowed  with  power, 
To  make  the  home  a  palace  wherein  pure  love  may  dwell; 

She  holds  "the  key"  that  will  unbar  the  prison  door, 
And  guide  the  travellers  on  their  journey  through  the  dell. 

Who  can  spurn  a  woman's  tender  admonition, 
Or  cast  a  stigma  on  her  who  teaches  the  lips  to  pray; 

Where  but  in  woman's  heart  dwells  that  great  ambition, 
That  transforms  the  gloomy  night  into  celestial  day. 

Behold  that  woman  pleading  at  the  feet  of  wretched  man, 
Whose  crimes  hath  rent  her  bleeding  heart  in  twain; 

Then  spurn  those  tears,  thou  tyrant  if  you  can, 
And  burst  the  swollen  heart  that  seeks  thy  soul  to  gain. 

God  help  her  as  she  waits  for  him  who  vowed  to  cherish 
The  tender  plant  that  was  taken  from  its  childhood's  home; 

Listen  to  her  last  appeal,  care  thou  not  that  I  should  perish 
And  my  children  left  about  the  world  to  roam. 

Woman   scatter   seed   upon   the  rough,  unbroken  soil, 
That  yield  their  golden  sheaves  in  their  appointed  time; 

God  gives  her  souls  as  a  reward  for  earnest  toil, 
And  a  passport  to  that  bright  eternal  clime. 

Behold  that  mother  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
And  listen  to  the  prayers  that  ascend  from  youthful  hearts; 

Think  you  that  a  mother's  prayers  will  be  of  no  avail, 
Or  a  shield  of  great  protection  against  Satan's  fiery  darts. 
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There  are  virtues  in  a  woman's  kindly  smile, 
That  helps  to  cheer  the  crushed  and  bleeding  heart; 

To  feel  it  has  a  friend  in  whom  no  guile 
Is  found  to  fire  the  sharp  and  venomed  dart. 

Woman!  virtuous  woman!  the  masterpiece  of  God's  own  hand, 
And  the  choicest  blessing  e'er  bestowed  on  man; 

May  angels  meet  thee  at  the  promised  land, 
Where  the  dead  in  Christ  will  join  the  regal  clan. 

God  bless  our  noble  women  who  seek  to  lead  the  young 
In  the  path  that  will  help  them  to  obtain  the  crown; 

There  is  a  balm  for  those  the  subtle  serpent  stung, 
That  will  extract  the  venom  the  evil  one  has  sown. 

Who  can  describe  the  joy  within  the  mother's  heart 
When  infant  lips  sing  forth  the  first  parental  call; 

Or  who  can  count  the  cost  when  she  is  called  to  part 
With  one  whose  voice  rang  merrily  through  the  hall. 

She  watched  the  tiny  feet  as  they  began  to  feel  the  way 
From  chair  to  chair  with  many  a  joyous  smile; 

Her  smiles  were  brighter  than  a  sunbeam  ray, 
That  banished  from  the  heart  all  thought  of  guile. 

The  day  has  passed,  the  stars  are  shining  bright, 

Her  voice  is  heard  appealing  unto  God, 
That  He  will  guard  them  through  this  night, 

And  keep  them  in  the  path,  the  dear  Redeemer  trod. 

These  lines  have  not  been  written,  in  view  of  earthly  gain, 
They  are  in  memory  of  a  fond  wife  and  mother, 

Whose  efforts  here  on  earth  were  always  to  obtain 
A  future  welcome  and  a  glad  reunion  with  each  other. 

Farewell  to  woman  here,  by  the  author  of  these  lines, 
In  which  I  seek  to  show  her  value  in  the  home, 

Which  certainly  exceeds  the  wealthiest  of  our  mines, 
And  ever  may  the  angel  Peace,  around  her  dwelling  roam. 


CRUSH  NOT  THE  FALLEN. 

Search  thy  own  heart  and  daily  life, 

Ere  thou  condemn  thy  brother's  or  thy  sister's  ways; 
Then  battle  with  the  common  foe  called  strife, 

Which  may  darken  all  your  future  days. 

If  a  brother  or  sister  wander  from  the  path, 
Who  made  thee  a  judge  to  read  the  hidden  heart? 

Let  love  shine  out  in  place  of  human  wrath, 
Then  God  will  bless  thee  for  thy  noble  part. 

Are  there  no  evil  thoughts  within  thine  heart? 

Be  not  deceived;   pure  thoughts  belong  to  God  alone, 
And  Satan  daily  will  perform  his  cunning  part, 

When  thine  are  absent  from  God's  eternal  throne. 
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There  are  those  whose  only  God  is  pleasure  mixed  with  pride, 
They  disdain  the  meek  and  lowly  child  of  God; 

But  they  will  have  to  flee  among-  the  rocks  to  hide 
From  the  avenging  angel  with  his  all  powerful  rod. 

Fire  not  the  poisoned  dart  in  case  it  may  rebound, 
And  strike  the  core  of  thine  own  burdened  heart; 

True  love  and  sympathy  is  seldom  ever  found 
Where  God  and    man    doth  daily  dwell  apart. 

Would  thou  aid  the  lone  and  friendless  on  their  way, 
And  prove  to  them  they  have  a  friend  in  thee; 

Strive  not  to  crush  the  last  expiring  ray 
Of  those  who  sail  upon  a  raging  boisterous  sea. 


IN  MEMORIAL 

Why  should  we  grieve  for  those  who  sleep 

In  a  calm  and  painless  slumber; 
Where  angels  in  their  white  robes  keep 

Their  vigil  o'er  a  countless  number. 

Thy  child  is  one  of  that  celestial  band, 
For  ever  free  from  cares  and  toils  of  earth; 

And  you  may  join  the  happy  band, 
Where  home  is  one  of  everlasting  mirth. 

I  feel  for  thee  my  brother,  in  thy  sad  bereavement, 
And  extend  to  thee  a  sympathetic  hand; 

But  why  should  we  for  those  lament, 
Who  are  resting  in  that  bright,  celestial  land. 

May  blessing  rest  on  thee  and  thine, 
Who  are  left  to  dwell  beneath  thy  roof; 

And  may  they  recognize  the  will  of  One  divine, 
Who  from  His  own  has  never  stood  aloof. 

The  time  will  come  when  you  must  go, 
And  may  thy  child  there  clasp  thy  hand; 

Then  will    father,    mother,  brother,  sister  know 
Each  other,  in  that  bright,  celestial  land. 

Mourn  not  for  one,  whose  pains  are  o'er, 
And  is  keeping  watch  for  thee  at  Heaven's  gate; 

God  grant  to  thee  and  thine,  that  daily  power 
That  will  guide  thee  through  the  narrow  strait. 
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MIDNIGHT  REVERIES. 

When  rapt  in  slumber  unconscious  of  all  earthy  cares, 
The  scenes  of  chilhood's  home  oft  flit  across  the  mind; 

.1  hear  the  evening-  bells  that  summon  worshippers  to  prayers, 
And  the  bleating-  of  the  sheep  re-echoed  by  the  wind. 

I  hear  the  axeman's  blows  that  fell  the  sturdy  oak 
That  hast  withstood  the  power  of  many  a  furious  blast; 

T  hear  the  grey  owl's  screech,  and  the  frog's  harsh  croak 
That  awaken  in  my  mind  scenes  that  are  long  past. 

I  hear  the  cheerful  voice  of  the  gleaners  in  the  field, 

As  they  stack  the  sheaves  of  golden  grain; 
I  hear  their  shouts  of  joy  o'er  the  abundant  yield, 

That  makes  me  wish  I  was  now  a  child  again. 

I  see  the  curling  smoke  arising  from  the  shepherd's  cot, 

I  hear  the  barking  of  his  faithful  coolie  dog; 
Then  sorely  envy  him  of  his  humble,  happy  lot, 

As  he  sits  at  eve  before  the  huge  black-log. 

Oft  times  I  wander  through  the  old  churchyard, 
Where  the  ashes  of  my  friends  and  kindred  lay; 

Then  view  the  marble  slab  like  sentinels  on  guard, 
As  with  aching  heart,  I  sadly  wend  my  way. 

Sometimes  I  drift  upon  the  ocean's  vast  expanse, 
Where  stand  the  Andes  lofty  snow-caped  peaks; 

Where  the  Antartic  moon  shines  forth  the  scenery  to  enhance, 
I  read  the  language  of  the  stars  that  to  me  in  mystery  speaks. 


ALONE. 

Can  thou  lone  heart  resist  the  thought, 
As  the  embers  die  on  the  old  hearth-stone, 

Each  sound  when    heard    is  early  sought, 
By  one  who  stands  in  the  world.  "Alone." 

The  sun  may  shine  on  the  young  and  old, 
And  winds  around  the  mansion  may  moan; 

The  mother  may  shield  the  babe  from  the  cold, 
But  what  of  that  heart  that  feels  it's  "Alone." 

Each  bird  his  its  mate  at  the  coming  of  spring, 
Arrayed  in  a  plumage  befitting  a  throne; 

The  travellers  are  cheered  by  the  lays  which  they  sing, 
Which  reach  not  the  heart  of  one  that's  "Alone." 

The  brutes  of  the  forest  in  pairs  always  roam, 
Where  affection  and  homage  to  each  other  are  shown. 

The  birds  of  the  air  can  each  claim  a  home, 
When  a  man  in  God's  image  must  feel  all  "Alone." 
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The  fish  of  the  sea  in  schools  they  can  swim, 
Though  their  home  it  might  be  in  the  North  frigid  zone, 

Amid  mountains  of  ice  in  twilight's  last  gleam, 
Whilst  the  soul  that  is  ransomed  must  wander  "Alone." 

God  strengthen  the  hearts  of  those  who  may  roam, 
Among  those  in  whose  hearts  seeds  of  hatred  are  sown.  . 

I  thank  thee  my  God,  for  that  promised  home, 
Where  the  heart  that  is  sad  will  no  more  be  "Alone." 


THE  WANDERER'S  RETURN. 

One  autumn  eve  when  Venus  brightly  twinkled, 
I  gently  tapped  upon  the  village  window  pane; 

When   lo!   a  careworn  face,  old  and  sadly  wrinkled, 
Enforced  me  as  a  statute  in  silence  to  remain. 

'Twas  not  the  lips   which  gave  the  parting  kiss, 

Or  the  arms  that  around  my  neck  entwined; 
Oh!  bitter  thoughts;  why  art  thou  to  me  distressing, 
Since  those  I  loved,  no  more  on  earth  I  find. 

How  oft  I  knelt  at  that  sainted  mother's  knee, 
And  felt  her  tears  upon  my  youthful  cheek; 

Oh!  could  I  on  earth,  but  for  a  moment  see 
Or  hear  that  gentle  voice  that  once  to  me  did  speak. 

Oh!  blessed  thought  that  we  may  re-unite, 
Where  storms  and  trials  no  more  can  part  our  kin; 

Where  shadows  are  not  seen  that  betoken  gloomy  night, 
Since  we  have  been  released  from  that  burden,  sin. 

In  vain  I  sought  my  kind  and  aged  mother, 
But  alas!  no  trace  of  her  could  "there"  be  found; 

Until   a   stranger  who   greeted  me  as  a  brother, 
Led  me  to  a  well  secluded  grassy  mound. 

Could  tears  now  speak,  a  tale  they  would  unfold 
Of  wrongs  inflicted  on  a  kind  and  loving  mother, 

Whose  memory  yet  is  cherished  by  members  of  the  fold, 
Who  will  in  yonder  home,  again  embrace  each  other. 


WATCHING  AND  WAITING. 

By  the  side  of  a  spotless  white  and  humble  cot, 
A  patient  mother  watched  her  sleeping  child, 

When  an  angel  whispered:  Fear  thou  not, 
God   can  protect   e'en  though  the  storm  be  wild. 

The  child  awoke  with  a  smile  upon  her  face, 
Then  gently  pressed  her  weeping  mother's  hand; 

She  told  her  she  had  seen  a  celestial  place, 
Far,  far  away,  where  dwelt  a  white-robed  band. 
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The  storm  still  raged  upon  the  angry  sea, 

No  tidings  came  of  him  she  sought; 
My  God!  she  cried,  a  vision  came  to  me, 

And  Heaven's  will  this  night  is  wrought. 

Louder  and  louder  Heaven's  wild  artillery  rang, 

With  rain  in  torrents  madly  rushing  by, 
When  a  booming  gun  across  the  ocean  sang 

A  requiem  o'er  the  brave  now  called  to  die. 

At  length  the  storm  had  ceased,  the  morn  appears, 

The  sun  shines  forth  from  its  hiding  place; 
But  there  are  many  eyes  now  shedding  tears, 

That  stand  upon  the  young  and  the  wrinkled  face. 

A  cry  arises  from  the  cot,  has  father  not  yet  been, 

He  spoke  to  me  this  eve  as  I  in  slumber  lay, 
Then  clasped  me  in  his  arms  and  asked  me  had  I  seen 

The  little  fishing  craft  that  sank  in  yonder  bay. 

Each  night  a  light  is  set  upon  a  window  sill, 
As  a  beacon  for  the  absent  one,  if  he  should  appear; 

And  many  a  prayer  ascends  when  wind  and  sea  are  still 
That  the  missing  craft  may  yet  be  drawing  near. 

The  days  roll  on,  no  trace  has  yet  been  found 
Of  those  who  left  their  homes  upon  that  fatal  day; 

And  often  in  the  night  when  distant  thunder  sounds, 
We  think  we  hear  a  voice  among  the  breakers  in  the  bay. 

The  child  within  the  cot  has  now  matured  to  womanhood, 
With  little  rosy  lips  oft  pressed  against  her  own; 

And  many  a  stormy  day  upon  the  beach  she  stood 
Where  relics  from  the  deep  are  oftimes  strewn. 

Oftimes  the  childish  lips  will  whisper  in  her  ear, 

Will  grandpa  never  come  to  us  again? 
Then  with  a  smile  to  hide  the  falling  tear, 

She  repeats  "the  story"  of  a  babe  within  a  manger  lain. 

Then  tender  voice  of  a  fair-haired  loving  boy 

Oft  seeks  to  learn  the  history  of  the  light  on  the  window  sill; 
When  the  mother's  heart  overflowing  in  her  joy, 
Relates  the  story  of  her  heavenly  Father's  will. 

The  storm  still  howls  around  that  cottage  door 
As  they  did,   when   she   a  mother  now,  was  then  a  child; 

And  soon  she  will  embark  for  the  distant  shore, 
Where  she  will  ever  dwell  among  the  undefiled. 
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TIME  FLIES. 

My  heart  still  yearns  to  meet  with  those, 
Who  wandered  from  their  childhood's  home, 

Ere   these   orbs  of  mine   in  death  may  close, 
And  the  spirit  from  the  lifeless  clay  shall  roam. 

The  days  of  youth  have  swiftly  flown, 

"'en   as  the   shadows   that  was  flitting  by; 
Yet  memories  sweet  of  seed  once  sown, 
Oft  caused  the  heart  to  breathe  a  sigh. 

Those  happy  days  flown  swiftly  past, 

Awaken  tender  cords,  with  the  breast, 
And  cause  the  mind  a  backward  glance  to  cast 

Upon  the  promise  that  the  weary  yet  may  rest. 

Oh!  well  do  I  remember  scenes  of  childhood's  home, 
And  the  flowers  that  upon  my  path  were  strewn; 

When  I  could  listen  to  the  bell  within  the  dome, 
But  alas!  for  me  those  happy  days  are  flown. 

And  soon  the  tongue  that  prattled  in  its  youth, 
Within  the  silent  grave  must  there  be  lain;  1 

And  when  the  balance  of  falsehood  or  of  truth 
Shall  prove  my  loss  or  my  eternal  gain. 

The  world  to  me  with  all  its  charms  are  o'er, 
Its  pleasures  leave  me  but  an  aching  void  behind; 

I  long  to  reach  yon  bright  and  radiant  shore 

Where  father,  mother,  and  friends  of  youth  I'll  find. 


OUR  DEPARTED  QUEEN. 

What  means  this  sad  and  solemn  sound, 

Re-echoed   low   throughout  the  land? 
From  mouth  to  mouth  the  word  is  passed  around, 

That  on  Our  Queen,  grim  death  has  laid  his  hand. 

The  harvest  came;   the  reapers  gleaned  his  sheaves, 
Chief  of  whom  was  our  illustrious  Queen; 

And  now  she  numbers  with  the  fallen  leaves, 
We  love  to  dwell  on  what  her  noble  life  has  been. 

Can  there  be  "those"  in  Britain's  vast  domain, 
That  could  refuse  to  shed  a  sympathetic  tear 

For  her  who  ever  sought  to  gain 
The  welfare  of  her  subjects  far  and  near? 

She  severed  links  that  bound  the  fettered  slave, 

Then  taught  the  rude  barbarian  peace; 
Her  tears  were  shed  upon  the  soldier's  grave, 

As  she  sought  all  means  that  wars  should  cease. 
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Her  name,  engraved  on  every  Britain's  heart, 
Will  there  for  countless  years  remain; 

Although  foes  may  fire  a  venomed  dart, 
Upon  Victoria's  name,  there  rests  no  stain. 

For  three-score  years  has  Britain's  noble  Queen 
Fulfilled  a  sovereign's  and  a  mother's  part, 

And   many  of  her  gracious  acts  unseen, 
Are  now  engraved  on  many  a  saddened  heart. 

She  has  gone,  our  beloved  Queen  and  mother, 
And  her  earthly  crown  one  other  wears. 

But  Briton's  ne'er  will  crown  one  other, 
With  a  name  so  pure  as  Victoria  bears. 

She  has  been  laid  within  the  tomb  to  rest, 

But  her  mighty  empire  still  remains; 
And  may  her  son,  our  King,  be  blest, 
Whilst  he  his  mother's  crown  retains. 

A  gloom  was  cast  upon  her  vast  domain, 
Tears,  as  brooklets,  through  her  empire  ran; 

And  long  will  Queen  Victoria's  reign 
Be  loved  and  cherished  by  Englishman. 

That  promise  made  when  but  a  playful  child, 
Has  honored  been   throughout  her  womanhood; 

Although  foes  may  jeer  at  her  who  smiled, 
And  kept  that  vow:    "I  will  be  good." 

We  bid  adieu  to  thee,  our  gracious  Queen, 
Thou  hast  left  this  toilsome,  troubled  shore; 

But  knowing  what  Thine  earthly  life  has  been, 
We  hope  to  meet  where  partings  will  be  o'er. 

Then  honored  be  thine   earthly  form, 

That  in  the  tomb  was  lately  laid, 
Sleep   sweetly  through  the  storm, 

As  in  death's  robes  thou  art  arrayed. 

Crowned  and  beloved,  as  Britain's  Queen; 

And  by  the  unseen  hand  of  God  led  on; 
Her  reign  has  one  of  love  e'er  been, 

And  will  be  eherished  by  the  weak  and  strong. 

Her  flag  still  flutters  on  the  breeze, 
And  its  power  is  felt  from  pole  to  pole; 

It  floats  as  mistress  of  the  seas, 

Beneath  the  lightning's  flash  and  thunder's  roll. 

Within  the  pages  of  Heaven's  written  book, 
Will  the  name  be  found  of  her  so  good; 

And  the  angels  smiled  when  God  He  took 
The  aged  wife  and  mother  from  her  widowhood. 

We  mourn  for  thee  our  loved  and  honored  Queen, 
As  a  child  bereft  of  its  mother's  care; 

Thou  was  kept  and  chosen  by  the  great  Unseen, 
And  will  in  future  all  His  glories  share. 
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We  bid  adieu  to  thee  our  gracious  Queen, 
Thou  hast  left  this  toilsome,  troubled  shore; 

But  knowing  what  thy  earthly  lift  has  been, 
We  hope  to  meet  where  partings  are  no  more. 

We  trust  again  to  meet  thine  earthly  form, 

That  in  the  silent  tomb  was  lately  laid; 
Sleep  sweetly  on  "Our  Queen"  away  from  earthly  storms, 

As  in  thy  robes  of  "death"  thou  art  arrayed. 


THE  EXILE. 

Oh!   Father  lead  me  with  Thine  hand, 

Until  this  earthly  strife  is  o'er; 
Then  I  shall  reach  that  promised  land, 

And  dwell  upon  its  shining  shore. 

An  exile  from  my  native  shore, 

To  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 
I  bid  farewell  to  scenes  of  yore, 

And  her  who  rocked  me  on  her  knee. 

'Twas  oft  I  mocked  that  Mother's  tears 
That  fell  upon  her  reckless  boy; 

And  her  prayers    now  singing  in  my  ears, 
Oft  filled  my  bleeding  heart  with  joy. 

Oh!  could  I  once  more  press  the  hand 
That  cooled  my  throbbing,  fevered  brow, 

I  then  could  rest  in  this  fair  land, 
Where  my  footsteps  daily  feebler  grow. 

Away  from  childhood's  happy  home, 
Days,  months,  and  years  glide  slowly  by; 

As  here  in  this  fair  land  I  roam, 
Where  I  am  doomed  to  live  and  die. 

I  long  to  meet  "That  Mother"  dear, 
Who  taught  me  at  her  knees  to  pray 

But  she  has  crossed  that  river  clear, 
Where  'tis  always  one  eternal  day. 

Yet!    To  those  no'  heed  I  gave, 
But  laughed  and  sung  in  drunken  glee; 

And  oft  in  anger  did  I  rave 
At  her  who  sought  my  chains  to  free. 

'Tis  oft,  methinks,  I  hear  that  voice 
That  spoke  to  me  in  tender  tones; 

And   oft    within   my  heart  rejoice. 
Although  past  days  my  soul  bemoans. 
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And  when  I  dream  of  home  across  the  sea, 

With  childhood's  many  oys; 
I  often  wish  that  I  were  free. 

And  once  again  a  child  with  toys. 

Those  happy  days  with  me  are  o'er, 

With  none  other  than  myself  to  blame; 
And  here  upon  this  foreign  shore, 
My  grave  will  bear  a  felon's  name. 

'Tis  oft  I  view  the  blue  and  boundless  sea, 
And  watch  the  crafts  that  glide  along: 

No  news  from  home  are  brought  to  me. 
I  see  them  pass,  I  hear  the  seaman's  song. 

My  locks  are  turning  grey,  my  sight  becoming  dim, 

My  footsteps  slower  than  of  yore; 
And  soon  I  must  be  called  by  Him, 

For  I  have  reached  in  years  four  score. 

Could  I  become  a  child  once  more, 

And  listen  to  that  mother's  voice; 
My  aim  would  be  to  reach  that  shore, 

Where  angels  in  their  home  rejoice. 

Far  from  scenes  of  childhood's  years, 

I  spent  a  godless  reckless  life; 
And  many  are  the  bitter  tears, 

That  sorely  rend  my  heart  with  strife. 

My  poor  old  mother  died  and  left  her  boy, 

An  exile  from  his  native  land; 
But  we  shall  meet  again  in  joy, 

Upon  yon  distant  shining  strand. 

The  time  is  short  ere  the  die  be  cast, 
'Twill  be  from  death  unto  eternal  life; 

A  pardon  has  been  granted  for  the  past, 
And  my  future  home  yon  city  free  of  strife. 

My  eyes  are  growing  dim,  methinks  'tis  night, 

Yet  still  I  feel  his  gentle  hand; 
I  see  that  bright  and  shining  light, 

I  have  almost  reached  "That  promised  land." 

Young  men  I  beg  of  you  my  dying  warning  take, 
And  strive  to  enter  that  straight  and  narrow  gate 

Your  lives  will  be  whatever  you  may  make, 
Trust  not  yourselves  to'  such  a  thing  as  fate. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN. 


A  mother's  arms  are  open  to  embrace  her  soldier  boy, 
The  tears  that  trickle  o'er  her  cheeks  are  those  of  holy  joy; 
And  now  her  prayers  that  from  her  heart  so  often  did  ascend, 
Are  answered  by  her  God,  the  widow's  trusted  friend. 

She  loves  her  noble  bos'  who  fought  for  Britain's  Queen, 
Among  the  rocks  and  hills,  with  tieacherous  foes  unseen; 
She  gazes  on  his  manly  form,  in  blood-stained  khaki  clad, 
Then  breaths  a  prayer  to  Heaven  for  her  wounded  soldier  lad. 

She  calmly  kissed  that  brow  now  bronzed  by  Africa's  clime, 
And  wept  upon  his  shattered  arm,  now  powerless  for  all  time; 
Then  with  a  mother's  arms  she  clasped  him  to  her  breast, 
And  sighed  within  her  heart,  God  knoweth  what  is  best.  , 

She  listens  to  his  tales  in  tears  of  rapturous  joy, 

And  prays  to  God  above  for  the  welfare  of  her  boy; 

She  hears  from  his  own  lips  the  stories  of  our  brave, 

Who  are  resting  in  the  veldt,  without  a  stone  to  mark  their  grave 

He  brings  with  him  as  relics  of  this  cruel  and  treacherous  war, 
A  mutilated  arm,  and  on  his  breast  a  long  and  ghastly  scar — 
Yet  still  he  speaks  in  praise  of  the  enemies  of  our  Queen, 
And  of  the  many  acts  of  mercy — by  human  eyes  unseen. 

May  God  watch  o'er  that  motherand  her  wounded  soldier  boy, 
And  may  their  lives  be  one  of  sweet  and  hallowed  joy; 
And  when  the  bugle  call  from  Heaven  shall  descend, 
May  that  mother  and  her  boy — to  brighter  homes  ascend. 


CHILDHOOD'S  DAYS. 

I  oft  recall  my  childhood  days, 

They  were  to  me  so  bright  and  fair; 
When  I  could  bask  in  sunny  rays, 

And  pleasures  of  a  home  could  share. 

'Twas  oft  I  fished  yon  meadow  brook, 
Wherein  the  speckled  trout  did  play, 

And  often  mourned  the  loss  of  hook, 
But  seldom  ever  caught  my  prey. 

I  loved  to  loiter  in  the  lane, 

Where  sweet    violets   and  primrose  grew; 
Then  gaze  upon  the  golden  grain, 

That  drooped  their  heads  beneath  the  dew. 

My  mother  died  and  left  her  boy 

Dependent  on  a  stranger's  care; 
But  my  father  dear,  I  was  his  joy, 

And  all  the  sweets  of  life  did  share. 

'Twas  at  the  age  of  five  I  went  to  school, 
Where  I  was  placed  to  keep  me  from  harm's  way; 

Some  called  me  dunce,  but  others  called  me  fool, 
It  was  all  one  to  me,  provided  I  could  play. 
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I  do  not  really  think  that  I  could  be  a  dunce, 

If  you  and  I  can  so  agree; 
I  knew  the  difference  'twixt  twice  and  once, 

And  could  repeat  my  A.  B.  C. 

At  length  good  news  to  me  was  brought, 

And  I  again  from  school  was  free; 
'Twas  now  the  home  that  I  had  sought, 

Was  with  my  father  on  the  sea 

I  loved  to  roam  on  a  foreign  beach, 

And  listen  to  the  breakers  roar; 
Where  I  could  hear  the  sea  mews  screech, 

As  upward  through  the  clouds  they  soar. 

I  love  to  rock  upon  the  waves, 
That  sprakled  'neath  a  southern  sky; 

And  cross  the  line,  where  "Neptune"  shaves 
New  comers  that  are  sailing  by. 

For  years  I  sailed  'neath  a  southern  sky, 
Where  plants  and  trees  are  always  green; 

'Twas  where  the  Pelican  and  Flamingo  fly, 
And  stupendous  works  of  God  are  seen. 

'Tis  "there"  you  see  the  snow-capped  mount, 
And   hear  the   Penguin's  doleful  cry; 

Where  whales  you  could  in  numbers  count, 
Beneath  yon  balmy  southern  sky. 

'Tis  there  the  Dolphin  and  Bonita  played, 
And  the  tropic  birds  in  flocks  abound; 

'Twas  there  the  crystal  waters  sprayed 
And  cast  there  phosphorescent  sparks  around. 

I  roamed  in  Africa's  sandy  soil, 

And  gathered  her  lucious  fruits; 
Then  climbed  the  trees  that  yield  her  oil, 

And  hear  the  roaring  of  her  forest  brutes. 

I  viewed  that  sterile  Alpine  chain, 

With  its  snow-clad  peaks  above  the  clouds; 

'Twas  there  the  sons  of  France  were  slain, 
And  the  snow  became  their  final  shrouds. 

I  have  roamed  on  St.  Helena's  Isle, 
And  seen  the  place  where  Napoleon  died; 

Where   Cronje  now  with  rank  and  file, 
Will  sorely  have  their  patience  tried. 

It  is  not  once  or  twice,  but  three  times  three 
That  I  have  rounded  old  Cape  Horn; 

'Twas  there  I  did  some  hardships  see, 
And  wish  that  I  had  ne'er  been  born. 

I  loved  to  watch  yon  foaming  crested  wave, 

And  the  petrel  as  it  glides  along; 
It  has  to  me  a  lesson  grave, 

Which  makes  my  faith  and  hope  more  strong. 
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Although  I  wandered  on  many  a  happy  shore. 

Where  youth  and  beauty  did  abound; 
There  is  a  land  I  always  shall  adore, 

'Tis  where  the  bells  of  "Merry  England"  sound. 

And  why  not  uphold  the  Briton's  fame? 

Who  were  chosen  by  Almighty  God; 
To  spread  the  light  in  Jesus'  name, 

Where  naught  but  heathen  feet  had  trod. 

Oh!  how  I  love  to  hear  those  chimes, 
On  each  succeeding  Christmas  morn; 

They  recall  the  joys  of  childhood's  days, 
And  announce  the  day  that  Christ  was  born. 

My  years  are  rolling  on,  my  sight  becoming  dim, 

My  footsteps  slower  than  of  yore; 
And  soon  I  must  account  to  Him 

For  the  talents  given,  be  it  one  or  more. 

There    are    those    whom  I  long  to  meet 

On  that  bright  and  radiant  shore; 
'Tis  "there"  we    may  each  other  greet, 

When  all  ills  of  life  are  o'er. 

I  know  that  oftimes  I  have  wandered 

In  paths  that  were  not  straight; 
And  often  has  my  time  been  squandered, 

Within  the  broad  and  sinful  gate. 

But  still  there  was  a  ransom  paid, 

That  we  through  it  may  live; 
'Twas  through  the  grave,  wherein  He  laid, 

Oh!  what  can  we  to  him  e'er  give? 


RED  GROSS  FLAG. 

There  are  voices  calling  from  Afric's  far  off  lands, 
Where  friend  and  foe  will  meet  with  dark  and  bloody  hands; 
And  many  of  our  noble  youths  who  left  their  native  lands, 
Will  find  a  resting  place  in  Afric's  golden  strands. 
God  bless  the  Red  Cross  flag. 

There  are  mothers  who  will  weep  and  wives  who  kneel  in  prayer, 
When  absent  from  those  loved  ones  who  would  their  troubles  share; 
And  when  at  eve  they  gather  and  on  their  pillows  rest, 
They  fondly  dream  of  those  who  nestled  on  their  breast. 
God  bless  the  Red  Cross  flag. 

There  are  sisters  who  have  bathed  the  throbbing,  fevered  brow, 
And  watched  the  beating  pulse,  as  feebler  it  did  grow; 
And  watched  the  fading  hues  upon  that  pallid  face, 
And  saw  that  "death"  had  conquered  in  that  feeble  race. 
God  bless  the  Red  Cross  flag. 
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There  are  "those"  who  pray  our  soldiers  may  be  slain, 
And  hope  that  in  Afric's  sands  their  bodies  may  remain; 
And  there  is  a  King-  above  on  His  eternal  throne, 
He  has  decreed  that  Britain's  Queen  shall  never  be  overthrown. 
God  bless  the  Red  Cross  flag. 

God  !    go  with  those  who  bear  the  Red  Gross  on  their  breast, 
Oh,  give  him  power  to  soothe  and  grant  the  wounded  rest; 
And  may  the  shot  and  shell  ne'er  make  their  numbers  less; 
Oh,  God!    we  pray  to  thee  their  noble  efforts  bless; 
God  bless  the  Red  Cross  flag. 

And  may  the  time  be  near  when  the  sounds  of  battle  cease, 
"With  Briton's  sturdy  sons  returning  home  in  peace: 
But  there  are  those  among  them,  who  rest  in  Afric's  sand, 
God  grant  their  souls  may  rest  in  that  brighter,  happier  land. 
God  bless  the  Red  Cross  flag. 


THE  LONE  HUT. 

On  yonder  rocky  beach,  where  the  surging  billows  roar, 
Stands  a  solitary  hut,  where  three  souls  have  dwelt  of  yore; 
'Twas  there  a  mother  taught  her  only  child  to  pray, 
That  God  protect  his  father  on  that  tempestuous  bay. 

It  was  oft  they  watched  the  lowering  clouds  in  yonder  sky, 
And  listened  to  the  sea-mews'  shrill  and  piercing  cry; 
In  vain  they  watched  for  him,  the  earner  of  their  bread, 
And  little  did  they  dream,  he  was  numbered  with  the  dead. 

The  days  spread  on  and  many  sails  were  oft  in  sight, 
Yet  there  were  none  among  them  to  cast  a  gleam  of  light; 
And  still  a  prayer  arose  from  that  wife  and  mother's  heart, 
That  God  would  give  her  strength  to  fulfil  a  mother's  part. 

The  time  has  quickly  flown;  'tis  weeks  in  place  of  days, 
And  yet  no  tidings  come  with  bright  and  cheerful  rays; 
The  day  has  waned,  she  seeks  for  rest  upon  her  lonely  bed; 
Without  a  friend  to  cool  her  lips,  or  bathe  her  aching  head. 

At  length  the  morn  it  breaks,  the  booming  gun  is  heard, 
And  utters  from  its  fiery  mouth,  a  bitter,  bitter  word; 
She  leaves  her  lonely  hut,  and  hies  upon  the  shore, 
To  see  her  husband's  corpse  upon  the  foaming  breakers  bore. 

And  still  that  lonely  hut  remains  upon  that  rocky  strand, 
While  "those"  who  sought  its  shelter  have  reached  a  better  land 
Where  the  booming  of  the  signal  gun  no  more  shall  cause  a  dread 
Or  cause  the  tears  to  flow,  for  those  we  mourn  as  dead. 
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TREAD  LIGHTLY  THERE 

In  yonder  stately  castle,  with  its  ivy-covered  walls, 
"Where  revelry  and  mirth  rang  through  its  marble  halls; 
'Twas  there  a  silent  group  were  gathered  round  a  bed; 
"Tread  Lightly  There,"  you  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  dead. 

" 

Within  the  prison  wall  in  a  convict's  gloomy  cell, 
Reclines  an  aged  man  who  for  life  is  doomed  to  dwell. 
It  was  not  always  thus  with  that  unhappy  soul; 
"Tread  Lightly  There,"  he  has  almost  reached  the  goal. 

In  yonder  lonely  hut,  on  a  mountain's  rugged  sida, 

There  kneels  an  aged  man,  who  was  once  a  mother's  pride. 

False  friends  betrayed,  he  suffered  by  their  rod; 

"Tread  Lightly  There,"  he's  communing  with  his  God. 

Upon  her  lonely  bed,  a  patient  mother  lay, 

With  her  there  was  no-  night  'twas  one  eternal  day 

And  by  her  stood  her  only  child  who  watched  the  flickering  light; 

"Tread  Lightly  There,"  she's  kissing  him  good-night. 

Away  in  yonder  tents  on  Afric's  battle  field, 
Are  many  of  our  friends,  whose  precious  lives  they  yield; 
And  many  tears  are  shed  for  those  who  nobly  fall; 
Tread  Lightly  There,"  they  are  responding  to  their  "call." 

Down  in  the  ocean's  bed,  'neath  showers  of  golden  spray, 
Where  many  of  father,  son,  and  husband  lay. 
There  sleep  they  deep  down  in  their  briny  bed; 
"Tread  Lightly  There,"  thou  art  sailing  o'er  the  dead. 


PASSING  THOUGHTS. 

Often  in  my  solitude  I  ramble  in  the  village  lane, 

And  listen  to  the  music  of  the  warbler's  song; 
Then  gaze  in  youthful  rapture  upon  the  golden  grain 

As  my  weary  feet  refuse  to  lead  me  farther  on. 

Oftimes    I   view   that  home,  where  childhood's  days  were  spent 
To  listen  to  the  sound  of  bells  that  float  upon  the  air; 

I  see  the  old  "church  spire"  where  I  each  Sabbath  went, 
And  met  the  aged,  and  the  young;  the  decrepid  and  the  fair. 

I  wander  in  the  old  church-yard,  where  my  companions  rest, 
Then  gaze  upon  the  tombs  that  denote  their  resting  place; 

A  vision  stands  before  me;  a  pang  arises  in  my  breast 
And  phantoms  of  the  past  and  future,  my  tearful  eyes  will  trace. 

I  hear  the  bleating  of  the  sheep,  also  the  neighing  of  the  horse, 
As  I  did  in  days  of  yore,  which  can  never  more  return; 

Yet  why  should  I  within  my  breast  now  cultivate  remorse, 
Since  kind  Providence  did  my  wayward  steps  turn. 

Oftimes  I  watch  the  billows  with  their  silver  spray, 

And  the  little  petrel  that  follows  us  each  day; 
I  hear  the  language  of  the  waves  in  a  rebuking  voice  now  say, 

Remember  those  this  night  who  bade  you  daily  pray. 
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I  see  yon  powerful  Albatross  that  is  aye  upon  the  wing1, 
Skimming-  o'er  the  waters  with  their  silver-crested  spray, 

I  hear  the  music  of  the  waters,  also  the  dirge  they  sing, 
As  I  watch  with  weary  eyes,  for  the  break  of  day. 

I  hear  the  Curfew  Bell  that  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 

And  bids  the  weary  one  to  seek  repose  in  sleep; 
I  hear  the  voices  that  assemble  in  the  frugal  home  to  pray, 

As  they  invoke  the  aid  of  Him  who  can  them  safely  keep. 

Then  far  away  upon  the  shores  of  India's  coral  strand, 
I  view  majestic  peaks  that  tower  above  the  clouds; 

Then  ponder  o'er  the  beauty  of  that  far  distant  land 
With  its  large  and  lofty  peaks  arrayed  in  snow-white  shrouds. 

Then  in  my  glee  I  climb  the  cliffs  of  St.  Helena's  Isle, 
Where  the  Hero  of  the  French  did  spend  his  latter  days. 

Where  brave  "Cronje"  and  his  men  enjoyed  vacations  for  a  while 
To  listen  to  the  music  of  the  Ocean's  ever  changing  lays. 

From  there  once  more,  I  stand  on  Albion's  shore, 
And  with  delight  I  view  the  Isle  where  I  was  born; 

Not  dreaming  then  that  I  had  bade  adieu!  forever  more 
Or  that  the  rose  to  me  would  prove  to  be  a  thorn. 

I  see  the  old  baronial  castle,  surrounded  by  its  moat, 
And  the  fatal  bridge  where  many  a  bloody  strife  was  fought, 

Where  many  a  missive  had  in  human  blood  been  wrote, 
And  had  in  course  of  time  a  safe  deliverance  brought. 

Oftimes  I  ponder  deeply,  will  my  mission  be  fulfilled, 
Have  I  trod  in  the  path  my  kindred  trod  for  me? 

Has  the  seed  they  sowed  become  the  grain  well  filled, 
Or  has  it  been  a  failure  like  foam  upon  the  sea? 

Oftimes  I  stand  upon  the  pinicle  of  earthly  fame, 

And  view  the  bubble  that  I  wish  was  mine; 
When  a  voice  upbraiding  whispers  art  thou  seeking  for  a  name 

If  so  take  up  thy  cross  and  let  thy  virtues  shine. 

Then  as  a  thief  at  night  I  ramble  in  the  lane, 
And  rob  the  songsters  of  the  brcod  they  held  so  dear, 

Then  trample  under  foot  the  blades  that  would  produce  the  grain 
With  my  depraved  and  youthful  heart  devoid  of  fear. 

Oftimes  I'm  rambling  where  the  violets  and  the  primrose  grow, 
Where  the  minnows  gambol  in  the  crystal  stream, 

Where  I  see  the  lambs  with  their  fleeces  white  as  snow, 
When,  alas!  for  me,  I  awake  to  find  it  but  a  dream. 

Oftimes  I  view  the  spire  of  my  native  village  church, 
Where  once  my  parents  sought  to  plant  fair  virtue's  seed, 

And  often  in  my  dreams,  I  View  the  grand  and  stately  birch, 
Like  a  sentinel  on  guard  in  every  hour  of  need. 

Then  in  my  glee  I  stand  beneath  the  Andes  lofty  range; 

And  view  the  snow-clad  peaks  that  tower  above  the  clouds; 
I  ponder  o'er  those  works  so  grand,  and  yet  so  strange, 

Those  lofty  peaks  clad  in  their  snow-white  shrouds. 
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Then  comes  to  me  a  thought  that  always  comforts  me, 
It  leads  me  safely  on,  o'er  each  unseen  and  dangerous  rock, 

To  know  that  on  the  Resurrection  morn  I  shall  my  Saviour  see, 
And  then  remain  for  ever  amongst  his  chosen  flock. 

Now  in  my  childish  glee  I  watch  the  hamlets  smoke, 
Where  its  encircling  rings  among  majestic  oaks  are  hiding; 

Then  from  yon  distant  swamp  I  hear  the  frogs'  harsh  croak, 
Mingling  with  the  farewell  notes  of  songsters  now  retiring. 

Then  far  away  I  see  the  Petrel  that  is  aye  upon  the  wing, 
Skimming  o'er  the  billows  that  as  mountains  now  arise; 

Then  I  hear  the  breakers'  roar,  and  the  dirge  they  sing, 
As  the  lightning's  flashes  are  lighting  up  the  skies. 

Sometimes  I  am  a  pupil  at  the  bottom  of  my  class, 
With  amo,  amas,  amat,  still  lingering  on  my  tongue, 

When  the  tutor,  in  his  anger,  compares  me  to  an  ass, 
Forgetting  his  delinquencies,  when  he  was  young. 

Then  amid  the  ruins  of  an  old  and  famous  city, 
I  stand  and  gaze  on  scenes  that  prove  how  frail  we  are; 

Then  thoughts  of  home  will  blend  with  tears  of  pity, 
As  I  hear  the  strains  of  music  and  see  the  gate  that  stands  ajar. 

Now  to  the  sacred  Ganges,  my  thoughts  will  take  a  flight, 
And  there  behold  with  adoration  in  which  the  heathen  bow 

With  their  minds  much  darker  than  an  Arctic  night, 
Yet!  sincerer  far;  than  we  who  claim  "Our  God"  to  know. 

Then  down  on  Patagonia's  cold  and  barren  land, 
I  watch  the  angry  billows  that  like  mountains  will  arise; 

I  view  the  mighty  works  of  that  superhuman  hand 
In  those  gigantic    mountains    towering  to  the  skies. 

Then  once  again  I  stand  within  my  childhood's  home, 
Where,  at  my  mother's  knees,  each  night  I  knelt  to  pray: 

Oh!  can  it  be  that  spirits,  here,  will  sometimes  roam, 
Methinks  I  often  see  "my  mother"  at  the  closing  of  the  day. 

Well  do  I  remember,  when  "Death"  deprived  "the  home" 
Of  him,  who,  as  a  father,  could  in  nowise  be  excelled; 

And  oft  I  see  his  features,  as  here  I  daily  roam, 
Although  in  youthful   days  against  his  precepts  I  rebelled. 

And  now  I  pluck  the  cowslips  that  adorn  the  field; 

Then  inhale  the  perfume  from  the  violets'  rustic  bed. 
I  see  the  fields  of  golden  grain  and  their  abundant  yield, 

Which  nature  gives  to  fill  each  mouth  with  daily  bread. 

Now  by  the  lowly  cot  I  watch  the  features  of  a  dying  child, 
And  I  hear  the  flapping  of  those  wings  unseen  by  me; 

I  see  the  placid  smile  of  one  whose  life  was  undefiled, 
Then  I  wish  that  I  could,  like  that  little  cherub,  flee. 

Then  comes  in  view  the  rustic  chair,  beneath  a  stately  ash, 
Where  oft  my  angel  mother  sat,  to  chide  her  wayward  boy; 

When,  much  better  had  it  been  to  have  applied  the  last 
That  may  have  been  the  means  of  turning  sorrow  into  joy. 


29 


"I"  in  many  lands  of  both  the  hemispheres  have  been, 
And  viewed  the  wonderous  works  of  the  Creator's  hand, 

The  mountains  and  the  vales;  the  rivers  and  the  oceans  seen 
And  viewed  the  worship  of  the  Pagan  in  an  eastern  land. 

Now  on  the  bright  and  glorious  noon  of  a  September  day 
I  watch  the  scarlet  coated  hunters  that  gather  at  the  Meet; 

I  hear  the  barking  of  the  hounds  that  hold  the  stag  at  bay, 
I  see  those  faithful  creatures  crouching  at  the  master's  feet. 

Oftimes  I  hear  my  sainted  mother  chiding  me, 
For  thoughts  and  deeds  that  ill  become  the  man, 

And  in  my  dreams  her  smiling  face  I  oftimes  see, 
Whilst  her  counsel  and  love,  forget  I  never  can. 


DRIFTING. 

"Drifting"  I  am  upon  the  boundless  sea  of  Time. 

Could  I  but  read  those  stars  with  their  language  so  sublime 

Methink  that  they  in  unison  unto  vain  man  appeal, 

Not  knowing  what  a  day,  an  hour,  a  minute  may  reveal. 

Yea!    I  am  drifting  here  alone,  upon  life's  checkered  sea, 
With  perils  all  around  that  hourly  threaten  me; 
The  light  in  yonder  Beacon  is  but  dimly  burning 
And  my  soul  for  its  release,  daily  it  is  yearning. 

Although  the  breakers  roar  upon  the  distant  shore 
They  cannot  me  af right;  their  terrors  are  all  o'er: 
And  safely  will  the  barque  into  the  haven  glide 
Against  the  angry  seas,  also  the  adverse  tide. 

The  pleasures  of  "the  world"  by  me  are  never  sought, 
Since  death  within  my  home,  a  lasting  sorrow  brought, 
For  there  is  a  Light  on  yonder  shore  I  always  keep  in  view, 
Since  to  all  earthly  pleasures,  I  have  bade  adieu! 

Yea!  I  am  daily  drifting  from  the  dangerous  shoal, 
That  lays  upon  the  lee  of  yonder  shining  goal; 
Drifting  as  a  bird,  upon  expanding  wing, 
Towards  Heaven  my  home,  where  God  alone  is  King. 

Drifting!  yes  I  am  at  every  turning  of  the  tide, 
Towards  that  glorious  home  where  I  am  hoping  to  abide, 
'Tis  there  the  friends  of  youth  I  cheerfully  can  meet 
?Tis  there  old  friends  and  foes  must  each  other  greet. 

Drifting!  yes  I  am  to  where  each  mortal  has  to  go, 
The  gay  and  giddy,  rich  and  poor,  also  the  friend  and  foe^ 
No  marble  slab  may  stand  above  the  sod-bound  mound — 
But  the  sleeper  will  arise,  when  the  trump  does  sound. 
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Yes,  drifting  to  that  home  I  now  so  fondly  crave, 
There  may  be  rest  within  my  plebian  grave; 
No  worldly  honor  do  I  seek  from  either  friend  or  foe, 
For  when  the  trump  does  sound;  we  all  must  go. 

Drifting!  yes  I  am  towards  the  mansion  of  delight, 
Where  I  can  greet  my  King  clad  in  garments  white. 
Drifting  to  yon  Home  with  friends  awaiting  "there," 
Free'd  from  the  toils  of  earth,  of  sorrow,  and  of  care. 

And  when  I  bid  farewell  to  this  cold  deceitful  world, 
Let  not  the  words  of  scorn  from  venemous  lips  be  hurled; 
But  let  me  rest  in  peace,  in  this  a  foreign  land  to  me, 
Four  thousand  miles  from  Home  across  the  sea. 

Oftimes  an  extended  hand  a  cankerous  wound  would  heal, 
And  help  the  drooping  heart,  a  debt  of  gratitude  to  feel; 
The  kindly  smile  oft  heals  the  lone  and  wounded  heart, 
And  extracts  the  venom  of  the  vile  and  poisonous  dart. 

Am  I  drifting  far  away  from  my  theme, 
When  I  say  that  I  am  sailing  upon  an  adverse  stream, 
Against  cataracts  and  rapids  that  impede  my  way, 
Creating  gloomy  night,  in  the  place  of  brilliant  day? 

Drifting  from  the  creed  once  taught  at  my  mother's  knee, 
If  I  in  ignorance  err  let  not  the  charge  be  laid  on  me. 
There  is  coolness  in  the  Church  that  would  the  blood  congeal 
And  crush  the  last  expiring  ray  the  wounded  heart  may  feel. 

Drifting  as  a  wreck  upon  the  storm-tossed  sea 

With  dangers  all  around  that  daily  threaten  me; 

There  is  One  guiding  Hand  which  has  never  been  withheld, 

Although  against  its  precepts.oft  have  I  rebelled. 

Drifting  towards  that  great  Unknown  which  none  can  comprehen 
Should  not  our  lives  on  earth  in  harmony  now  blend, 
For  who  can  reap  their  destiny,  the  thread  of  L.ife  being  broke, 
And  we  disappear  from  earth  like  the  curling  rings  of  smoke. 

Drifting  to  that  Home  where  wife  and  children  rest, 
I  long  to  reach  that  bourne,  w/here  none  will  be  oppressed. 
Could  I  now  soar  away  and  join  that  sacred  throng, 
With  glory  in  my  soul,  I  couM  sing  my  farewell  song. 


